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Morgan's Ancient Society, £. de Lavelaye's Primitive Property,
J. F. McLennan's The Patriarchical Theory, and Westermarck's
The History of Human Marriage.
I also learned to appreciate literature of a more general kind.
The poets, especially Shelley, Wordsworth, and Longfellow, greatly
impressed me, and I read a good deal of Ibsen, Tolstoy, and
George Eliot.
As this is a record of my social activities and my mental and
spiritual development, and not a defence of my opinions, I must
confess that I more than once tried to read Sir Walter Scott, who,
however, always failed to arouse my interest; but I hasten to make
my peace with Scotland by assuring it of my complete devotion to
Robert Burns. I too had been reared on the land, and like him,
had followed the plough, and I thus had an introduction to his
poems that is denied to those whose hands have never been soiled
with the earth, and who have never known the sweetness of its
breath after spring and summer showers. Much of my reading
during this period appeared to be unrelated to the problems of
political and social life which I was endeavouring to face, but I
later realized that it helped to form a basis and a background for
my thoughts concerning them*
The main influence upon my mind came, however, not from
the philosophers or the economists, but from the 'humanists,' and
I read a good deal of Ruskin who, notwithstanding the grace of his
literary style, appealed to me less than other writers of that school.
The three prophets to whom I was most deeply and permanently
. indebted were Carlyle, Emerson, and, perhaps most of all, Mazzini.
Carlyle half frightened me, with his thundering phrases, his taboos,
and his dyspeptic peevishness. Emerson, on the other hand, was
a most comforting person to live with. He approached the
problems of life with a perpetual smile, and the sunny optimism of
his essays always inspired and consoled. It was to him that I went
whenever life's burdens were heavy, and I seldom went in vain.
It is the fashion among the not very * bright young things' of the
present day to assert that they do not know what Emerson means.
I quite believe them. I sometimes think that they do not know
what life and duty mean. I do not know what the stars mean, but
I know that to gaze upon them in the stillness of the night is an
inspiring experience.
Emerson himself made no claim to be regarded as a philosopher,
or even as a consistent teacher.    The philosopher endeavours to

